
From Blackwood'» Mogatvu.
THOUGHTS AND 8ENTIMENT8.

FROM J. T. KICHTBB.

" No man ought to be privileged to laugh at mankind,
but he who right heartily lovea thein."

The Earth..The earth is the cul Tie sac in
the great city of God.the camera obscura, lull
of inverted and diminished images from a more

beautiful world.the cloudy halo round a better
sun.the numerator of an unknown denominator.
Verily, it is almost an absolute nothing.
Wise men.Geeks..A wise man holds his

tongue a hundred times before a fool, because he
requires three-and-twenty sheets to set forth his
opinion. A geek needs only a line or two; his
opinions are new islands that rise out of the sea,
and have no connection with any earthly thing,
save vanity.

Coldness and Coolness..Not coldness, but
cooling down, is the true wisdom; and our in¬
ward man, like a glowing metal cast in its form,should be allowed to cool only by degrees, that
it may form itself into a more smooth and perfectshape; for no other reason has Nature east our
souls in hot bodies, even as the forms of metal
are heated before the cast is made.

The Court Atmosphere.*.\ hate the Simoon
wind of a Court, which passes innocuous over
those who lie on the ground, but dries those to
powder who stand upright.
Life..Man has two minutes and a half to

live.one to smil^.one to sigh..and a half to
love.for in the middle of this minute he dies.

But the grave is not deep.it is the shiningtread of an angel that seeks us. When the un¬
known hand throws the last fatal dart at the head
of man.then boweth he his head, and the dart
only lifts the crown of thorns from his wounds.
Sympathy..Two noble souls discover their

relationship first by the like love that they bear
to a third.
Two Friends.-.Mute moved around them the

vortices of love, and drew them nearer. Theystretched out their arms to one another, and sank
voiceless together, and betwixt the brothered
souls lay nothing but two mortal bodies. Over¬
whelmed by the flood-tide of love and joy, for
a minute their drunken eyes were closed.andwhen they looked up again, the solemn Ni«dit,with his suns sunk in the eternal depths, stoodbefore them.the milky way, like the ring ofEternity, clasped the immeasurable space, thesharp sickle of the earthly moon came with a
gentle cut upon the short days and joys of hu¬manity. I

But there was something there yet more highthan the suns, yet more solid than the ring of
eternity, and yet more bright than the sickle ofthe moon.and that was the undying friendshipol two souls in two frail frames of dust.

Memory. The distance of memory alone
can change the drops of time through which we
swim into the rainbow of enjoyment.
Memory.Hope..Two perspective painterslead us, poor bewitched mortals, through thewhole theatre of life, and these are memory and

Rule of Study..Never write on a subjectwithout having first read yourself full on it,and never read on a subject till you have thoughtyourself hungry on it.
Existence of God..To prove the existence

° a ®.y two thing8 are necessary.twemen, of whom one may be dead, that the othei
may the more leisurely study and peruse him.
A P°et*y °nd Philosophy..Ftorn the Storaandthe Portico of thought we must have a view intothe Epicurean Gardens ofpoetry.

True Greatness..Be great to despise theearth.be greater to honor it.
Rule of Life..Man should carry life like aspirited falcon in his hands, allowing it to mountinto the ether, and being able to call it baek

again to earth, whenever it is necessary.
Music..Holy music reveals to the souls of

men a past which they never have known, and
a futurity, which in tliis life at least, they never
can know. .

Reviewers..The reviewers are ^ set of mise¬rable gourd-painters.they are the statues of thegod rerminus that stand upon the marches of
science without either arras or legs. As Minervawith her magic wand changed Ulysses, so they,with their critical baton, would fain change allauthors into beggars like themselves.

Poetry..Poetry is like a pair of skates which
run flatly over the smooth crystal of the ideal,but worse than a pair of Dutchman's shoes on the
rough highway of life.
The Beggar's Heaven..There is one heaven

which is open to all, even to the meanest beggarthe Heaven of the Toilette.(or by some chance
a glittering rag is wafted to him with which he
patches up his most needful rents; and with thishe struts, regenerated, before his brother beggars,and offers himself, self-complacent, to their si¬lent admiration.
Hie Poetical Character..Poetry forms its pro¬fessors to no definite human character. Likehorses trained to play tricks, thev can put them¬selves into all sorts of strange and surprisingpostures.but they are generally useless on theroad.

Money..No man needs money so much ashe who despises it.
The Theologians..Mere theologians !are the

greatest and narrowest of all egotists; thev makeGod ihefrere servant of their petty parish, andimagine that eclipses of the sun are sent only toshade and cool them on their way to the church.
Greek Literature..The Greek literature islike the shafts of a mine, always warmer the deep¬er we penetrate, though it be cold on the surface;most modern poems have heat only on the outside!
My Church..My church is my mother; and

no proof, however strong, that there are bettermothers than she, can tear me away from herbosom.
How to value others..It is a common erroi.of which a wise man will beware.to measure theworth ofour neighbor by his conduct towards ourselves. How many rich souls might we not re¬joice in the knowledge of, were it not for ourpride!
Belief in a Future Life..Taking men in the

mass, and regarding more their habitual feelingsthan their mere outward professions, I find muchfewer than we should at first imagine, who eitherwith firm faith believe, or with bold scepticismdeny a future life. There are few who venture

absolutely to deny it-.for this would at once take
away, as it were, the pivot on which the present
life moves, and deprive itofall unity, completeness,
and hope. There are few who are bold enough
habitually to believe it; for they have no eyes to
look upon their own transfiguration, and the di¬
minished earth turns pale for fear. But most
men seem to me to be moved by the impulse of
alternating feelings, in the mid-space betwixt the
two opinions.

As we paint devils more easily than gods.Fu¬
ries more easily than the Venus Urania.hell more
easily Uian heaven.so also we believe in. those
more readily than in these; in the greatest misery
more readily than in the greatest bliss. How, in¬
deed, should our souls, inured to disappointments
and chains, look without occasional doubting on a

Utopia on which our vulgar earth is to go wreck?

Immortality..Man were upon earth vanity
and ashes, and smoke, did he not feel that lie
was so. O God! this feeling is our immortality!
Conversion..Who shall explain to me the

mystery of our inborn sympathies and desires?
We are not made good (though we are made better)
because we are converted; but we arc converted
because we are good.

The Moral Imw..Pure reason, with all its
triumphs, cannot make men good. It is only the
outstretched wooden arm that directs us upon
the road of virtue; but this arm can neither carry
us thither, nor give to us wherewithal we may car¬

ry ourselves. Reason has the legislative not the
executive power. The power to love the com¬

mands which reason gives forth, is a second con¬

science beside the first. As Immanucl Kant can¬

not set down in ink what it is that makes men

bad; so, on the other hand, neither can that be
described which sustains them above the slough
of moral pollution, or lifts them out of it.
Measure Of Character..All men are better

than their ebullitions of evil.but they are also
worse than their outbursts of noble enthusiasm.
Our Passions..We are all like Adam in the

epic poem; we look upon our first night as the
crack of doom, and the first setting of our sun,
as the setting of the sun of the world. We be¬
wail our friends as if there were no better futurity
yonder, and bewail ourselves as if there were 110
better futurity here: for all our passions are born
Athe ists and Infidels.

Talkativeness..\i is a common remark that
those men talk most who think least; just as frogs
cease their quacking when a person brings a

light to the water side. «

Reviewers.."¦ The Reviewers are seldom men
who have written any books themselves, and in
this way they have the more time to read books
written by other people, and to take them to pie¬
ces; or, if they have written books, they are gene¬
rally bad ones; so that they can know at once
from experience what a bad book is when it comes
in their way. Many of them have become the
patron-saints of authors and their books, for the
same reason that Saint Nepomuk is the patron
saint of bridges, and of those who go upon them
because, on one occasion, happening to go half-
drunk along the bridge at Prague, he fell into
the Moldau, and was drowned.

Happiness Misery..To make us happy we

require not much less than every thing; to make
us miserable, not much more than nothing will
suffice.

Progression..We learn to climb by keeping
our eyes not on the hills that lie behind, but or
the mountains that rise before us.

Smooth Waters..'The streams that run most
rapidly do not run most clearly;, water purifies
itself by flowing calmly.
Polemics..Is life then so long that men have

time to be angry?.and are good men so plentiful
in the world that we can afford to quarrel with
the few that arc?

Stoicism. No stoicism is worth any thing but
that which we make to ourselves; we must be ca¬
pable of passion in order to be capable of com¬
manding it. The overflowings of the will are
like the overflowings of the streams which for
a time trouble all the wells in the neighborhood;
but, if you take away the streams altogether, vou
take away the wells with them.

Superstition..All the systems of heretics and
heathens have some truth in them, just as the
human face divine is repeated in the brute crea¬
tion, with features that run more and more into
caricature. No man believes absolute nonsense
though lie often speaks it.

Innate Ideas..There is an inward world sus¬
pended within our hearts, which breaks forth
through the cloudy mantle of the corporeal world
like a warm sun. I mean the inward universe of
virtue, beauty, and truth, three inward heavens
and worlds which are neither parts nor conies of
nor emanations from, the external world. We
are not lost in admiration at the unexplained ex¬
istence of these three transcendental heavens-
globes, only because they continually float before
its, and because we foolishly ween that we create
them, whereas we only know them. After what
pattern, by means of what plastic nature could
we inoculate into our minds a spiritual world
which is one and the same in all and each of us?

Cheerfulness..Cheerfulness, which is a quali¬
ty peculiar to man.a brute being capable onlv of
enjoyment-opens Hke Spring, all the blossoms
of the inward man: a discontented God were a con¬
tradiction, and salvation is an eternity older than
:raUOn- 17
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7%e Perspective of Life..What has life to
show us but the glass door of heaven? Throughthis we see the highest beauty, and the highestbliss; but it is not open.

'Prut Greatness..Of great deeds I make no
account* but a great life I reverence. Splendidafucinora of that-description every sinner inay
perpetrate.

Character...By Heaven! upon the same man,
as upon a vine-planted mount, there grow more
kinds of wine than one: on the south side some¬
thing little worse than nectar, on the north side
something little better than vinegar.

The Dutch Nation..The Dutch are a cheaperedition of the Germans, on unsized paper, and
without copperplates.

Horn to be Silent..If you wish to speak gointo the company of those who speak little; but if
you wish to learn silence, court the society of
those who are eternally prattling.

Jl Friend.¦.A friend is to a friend sun, and
sun-flower at once; he attracts, and he is at¬
tracted.

From the Knukcrbocker.
THE AUTUMNAL MOON.

i.

Daughter of Earth! ye wander hand in hand
On your unpathed, immeasurable way,Together mingling with the starry band,
Chanting to cherubim their measured lay:

Thy sleep is on her bosom. Where expandHer silent vales and deep blue waves at play;Gently they glow beneath thy radiance mild,
As joys the mother in her young-eyed child.

ii.
Nations have worshipped thee. By the dark Nile
Have maidens wreathed thy lilies in their hair.

While from thy temple on the Meinphian isle,
Music and t'ragrauce gushed upon the air.

Adoring Persians, by their mountain pile.Have watched thy slow majestic rising there;The war-roused Moslem'mid his steel clad might,
Lifts high thy crescent form, and hails the fight.

ut,
Queen of the weird and witching hour! thy beam

Calls the light fairies from their mossy rest;Titania and her train by some wild stream.
Dancing upon the green sward's spotted vest;

Some troop away to gladden with a dream
The fevered artisan, with toil opprest;Spirits unshrived, to troubled sleep consigned,Kise in their sheeted robes and haunt the wiud.

IV.
At this thy banquet eve, the revelling sea
Moves in her festal robe of white arrayed.

While silken leaves on many a wind-swept tree,
Glitter with ever-varying light and shade.

The riven oak now silvered o'er hy thee,
Stoops with a grace amid the darkling glade:And the hoar ruin mouldered wide with time,

Tells a long legend of its olden prime.
v.

The fond heart stirred with thy mysterious spell,
Yields to affections beautiful and rare;

The maiden lingers in the shady dell,
The mother listens to her infant's prayer:

The soldier, musing, hears the village bell,
In the deep breathing of the fitful air;

While the young seaman iu the splashing foam,
Hails welcoming voices at his father's home.

Trenlon, (N.J.) 1836. H. L. B.

SONNET.
#
He who has travelled through some weary day,' And reached at summer eve a green hill-side,Whence he can see, now veiled in twilight gray,The dreary path through which he lately liied,While o'er his onward road the setting sunSheds its sweet beam on eveiy way-side flower,Forgets his labors ere the goal be won
And in his heart enjoys the quiet hour

Father and Mother.be it so with you!While Memory's pleasant twilight shades the past,May Hope illume the path ye still pursue,And each new scene seem brighter than the last;Thus, wending on t'ward sunset, ye may find
Life's lengthening shadows ever cast behind.

Brooklyn, (L. I.) E. C. E.

Historical Remarks upon the Duration «nd
End of the World..Chronologists have not
agreed upon the duration of the world. All the
ancient authors and fathers of the church of the
first ages have calculated 5500 years from Adam
up to the birth of Christ. Eusebius, bishop of
Cesarea in Palestine, who lived under the empireof Constantine, abridged that calculation.' Mo¬
dern authors, for the most part, make the time
4000 years. The learned have also differed in
their ideas of the end of the world. The Rabins
and the first Christians who commented on the
Apocalypse have made it the subject of manyidle conjectures. Since the death ofJesus Christ,the end of the world has been incessantly an¬
nounced. St. Cyprian, who lived in the third
century, speaks, in his exhortation to the martyrs,thus: "The dangerous time of anthichrist ap¬proaches, when we shall behold the end of the
world." This error, so common among the first
Christians, was dissipated by the Millenians, who
believe that Christ is to come and reign over the
saints for one thousand years. «

The ancient philosophers have disputed uponthe end of the world. They believed that when
the earth and the stars have finished their course
the world will be ended, and the heavenly bodies
return to the points in the heavens where God
created thenu

Plutarch states the opinion of some who be¬
lieved that great revolutions will be accomplishedin 7777 lunar years. Some give 9977 years.Heraclitus 18,000 years.Plutarch and Dion
19,804 years. Astronomers, who measure the
duration of the world by the revolution of the
firmament, give 26,000 years. With Ticho Bra-
he, 40,000 years.

Boston Ladies eighty years ago..We find,
in the American Annals, an account of the anni¬
versary of a Society for Encouraging Industry,held in 1753, on which occasion Boston Com¬
mon presented a novel sight. "In the afternoon,
about 300 young female spinsters, decently dress¬
ed, appeared on the common at their spinningwheels. The wheels were placed regularly in
three rows, and a female was seated at each wheel/
The weavers also appeared cleanly dressed, in
garments of their own weaving. One of them,
working at a loom on a stage, was carried on
men's shoulders, attended with music. An im¬
mense number of spectators were present at this
interesting spectacle. The Rev. Dr. Cooperpreached a discourse, and a collection was made
for the benefit of the institution."

Ladies of Boston whirling three hundred spin¬ning wheels! These were afterwards the matrons
who refused British tear.and who never saw a

piano. Wonder if a thousand delicate ladies could
not now be seen in the city, at their pianos, where
one old-fashioned rosy damsel could be found at
the healthy exercise of the spinning wheel?

Female Colonel of Cuirassiers..By a recent
ordinance of the Emperor of Russia, several
members of the Imperial family are appointed
to the command of regiments, and among the
rest the Grand Duchess Maria to the Colonelcyof a regiment of Cuirassiers.

A HOVEL AND INTERESTING ScENE. We Were

fortunately one of about an hundred persons, who
were invited to visit Mr. Catlin's Indian Gallery,
on Saturday morning last, at nine o'clock, where
we were to see his extensive collection of Indian
Portraits, Landscapes, and Indian curiosities, ar¬

ranged upon the walls in the splendid hall of the
Stuyvesant Institute, and where also were to be
received i|t the same time the delegation of Paw¬
nee Chiefs m propia persona, in fuU costume.
We counted 300 painting, of Indians, of Land¬
scapes of the Prairie, of Buffalo hunts, iic. &c.;
and every inch of the walls that could be spared
was covered with costumes, war-clubs, pipes,
shields, spears bows, arrows, quivers, &c.; £ul
m the centre of the floor a splendid lodire of the
Crow tribe of twenty-five feet in height, brought
from the Rocky Mountains, and erected in beau-

m ^ In the m,dst of the assemblage, was
Mr. C. for a while pointing out and explaining
the works of his brush that were about him, when
at once the wild men, with a rush, entered the
door with Major Dougherty, the agent, at their
head. We saw at full length, in full dress, these
noble men of nature; shook hands and conversed
with them; saw them gaze for a while upon the
portraits of their friends and their enemies, whom
of course, they instantly recognized. We had'
also the satisfaction of seeing in the group, and
o being introduced to them, Majors Dougherty
Mr Ch fKenzie'1 Ule gentlemen of whom'
* r. C. has so often spoken iu his lectures as his

ficiZ TVOu inJ-h? C0Untr>r' and whose <*erti-

( f j. e has published; and we were delighted
to follow them about the room, as they named al¬
most every portrait and landscape, in giving
strongest approbation of the truth and fidelity
iTo 'n 1 I ® and un'f'ue collection had

[ZL:rtU 1 vev ge,ulenien demon-

^l n (le,1^ht' and ^emed actually
transported back to the west, with the prairies,
and their occupants, the Indians and the Buffalo
actually about them.

After a fair look at the works upon the wall,
Mr. C invited the agents and Indians into the
Lodge to take (as it is termed in the Indian coun¬

try) a smoke. They then entered the Lodge
(about thirty in all) and seated themselves around
ite sides, upon the floor, according to the custom
of the country The pipe and the otter sack were
handed into them.the pipe was charged and lit
its fumes were passing in streams through their
nostrils.it was passed around, and, when in full
operation, Mr. C. directed the sides of the Lodge
full 1*7 f6- U-P' W^h exP°sed Ae group to the
full and fair view of the spectator*-the numerous
and lovely groupe of ladies who were present,
seemed delighted with joy and the gratification of
such a sight. It was a moment of pleasure for
every one who was preserft, which they never
can forget;.-there was a fitness, a reality, thai
nf th

nothm£- .The Indians themselves, some

nL f M88t 8Pecimens of the wildness and rude¬
ness of Nature s works, seated under a Lodge of
heir country.of their own make.with their
own interpreters and agents with them as thev are

" h"rue7~the P^es and Kinnekenick put
u

br°Ught from their own re¬

gion.the buffalo robes upon which they sat like¬
wise familiar to them, and every inch of the im¬
mense walls that were around them, covered with

Un/° *
r i. r friends or enemies, with the

weapons6^0A C°Unt,T °r th® costumes and
weapons of their own construction. All these
circumstances together, filled every visiter whh

fcrW and 80 excited the feelings
Tnto a ^na"8' ^k^g merged at length

a/ rum and *he'Kquor (rattle),;
were then taken from the wall by Mr. C. and

£*their hands, and wrought their feelings
to a higher pitch, and the scene ended in a spir-

L'h "!i\ At ,he c,oee °f ">», Mr. C. invited
the "fn" into his private room adioin-

nfihn i""i, 'eir own portraits, newly all
J""been Pain,inl?' b»' which, he

observed, were not quite sufficiently finished to

fn 1 f a
where they w<>uld be placed

as wlhhJ7*A ag?8 ^ere now ann°unced
?Y at the door? and when they

took their leave oftheir medicinefriend, (Mr C \
each one stepped up to him in turn, and close]v
embraced him in their arms. We shook him bythe hand as we went out, and could not but smile
at the rouge his cheeks were reddened with, and
the impress ofvermilhon on his coat..Neto York

Ready Wit..As this is the season when

remfnrf 1"? Plenty 88 b,ack herries," we are

|was.iuwhh^l0nrg '° ,he Norltl«" Aro.;
post.d while

race '° 11,6 °eare»' British
^V?Ue there was invited to dine with tl.*

officers ofthe regiment. After the wine had cir
culated freely, a young British officer request^"
permission to propose a toast, whic Vfl
granted, and he forthwith gave.

°lonel

alive.' Pre'Wcn'0f United States, dead or

return the compliment, when he offered.
"The Prince Regent, drunk or sober'"

CMkera" was inclined to quarrel

having offered ST^lZ'*"
ncan was treated with i >.

^ ^Ame-
his visit.Bnmtmck(Ga.) JtLrther' dU.g

SAMUEL. DE VAUGHAN,
CUPPER, LEECHEH, AND BLEEDER,

HAS on hand, anil will constantly keep a large supplyof the best 8weedish Leeches. He can be found atall hours at his residence on 9th street, tl:ree doors northof Pennsylvania Avenue, nearly opposite Gunton's DrugStore. Aug. 26.y
DANIEL PIERCE respectfully informs his friendsand customer?, that he has removed his UmbrellaManuftictory to the north side of Pennsylvania Avenue,immediately opposite his former stand, and next d««or tothe Native American Hotel. Persons having Umbrellasto cover, or repair, are respectfully solicited to call a*above.

P. S. As several Umbrellas have lost the names by re¬moving. the owners would much oblige if they wouldcome and designate their Umbrellas. Sept. 23.3m

FRENCH LESSONS..Monti. Abadic has the honorto inform the Ladies and Gentlemen of this city,and its vicinity, Uiat he continues to give lessons in hisown native language at his rooms, or private families andacademies, at a moderate price. For particulars apply atthis office.
Abadie's French grammar and course of French Lite¬rature, for sale at all the book-stores.

NOTICE..J. PERKINS, House, Sign, and Orna¬mental Painter, has removed from his old stand, toone door east of the Native American Hotel, Pennsylva¬nia Avenue, where he will be pleased to attend to thosewho may favor him with their custom. He has employedexperienced hands to do Burnish Gilt Looking-glasses,Picture Frames, ke., in fashionable superior style andworkmanship. Old frames regilt, as when new: all ofwhich will be supplied to order, at lower prices tban canbe procured elsewhere.

THE AMERICAN ANTHOLOGY;

WHILE nearly every other country of the old world
cu boast its collected body of national poetry, onwhich the seal of a people'. favorable judgment baa been

>et and which exhibita to foreign nations, in the »oetstriking light, the pragma of civilisation and Hteraryrefinement among its inhabitants; while England, espe¬cially, proudly displays to the world n torpus poelarum,the lustre of whose immortal wreath baa abed a brighterI iory upon her name than the moat splendid triumphawhich her statesmen and her aoldiery have achieved, ourcountry appears to be destitute of poetic honors.Jvptau, we say, for although no ftill collection of thechef d'uuvrei of our writers has been made, yet there «?ist and are occasionally to be met with, productions ofAmerican poets which will bear comparison with thenoblest and moat poliahed eibrts of European genius, andwhich claim for America as high a rank in the scale oliterary elevation as is now ceded to older, and, in samerespects, more favored lands.
impressed with Uie correctness of this judgment, wepropose to issue a monthly magauue which shall contain,in a perfect, ur.inutilated forui, the most meritorious andbeautiful efl'usions of the poets of America, of the paatand present time, with such introductory, critical, andbiographic notices, as shall be uecest!«ry to a correct un-deistanding of the works presented to the reader, and to addinterest to the publication. Those who imagine that thereexists a dearth of materials lor such an undertaking; whobelieve that the Aouian Maids have confined their richestfaveis to cur transatlantic brethren to the exclusion ofnative genius, will be surprised to learn that we are al¬ready iu possession of more thuu two hundred volumes ofthe productions of American bants, from about the year1030 to the present day. JN'or is it from these sourcesalone that materials may be drawn. There are but fewwriters in our country who pursue authorship as a voca¬tion, and whose works have been published in a collectedform. Onr poets, especially, have Henerally written forparticular occasion*, with the remembrance of which theirproductions have gone to rest, or their eil'usions have beei|carelessly inserted in periodicals of slight merit and lim-ited circulation, where they were unlikely to attract noticeto themselves, or draw attention to their authors. Thegrass of the fields, and the flowers of the wilderness, aragrowing over the ashes of many of the highly giiled who,through the wild and romantic regions of our republic,have scattered poetry iu "ingots, bright from the mint ofgenius," and glowing with the impress of beauty and thespirit of truth, a quantity sufficient, were it known andappreciated as it would be in other countries, to secureto Ibem an honorable reputation throughout the world.Such were Habney, author of 'Crystnlina* and the 'FeverDream;' Sands, author of'Yamoyden;' Wilcox, authorof 'The Aee of Benevolence;' Robinson, author of 'TheSavage;' Little, the sweet and tender poet of Christianfeeling; the lamented BnAiNAan, and many beside, whosewritings are almost unknown, save by their kindred asso¬ciates and friends.
With the names of those poets who, within the last fewyears, have extended the reputation of American litera¬ture beyond the Atlantic, Bryant, Dana, Percival, Sprugye,Sigourney, WhUter, WilHs, (ic., the public are familiar;and we can assure them that there exists, thougb longforgotten and unknown, a mine of poetic wealth, rich,varied, and extensive, which will amply repay the laborof exploring it, and add undying histre to the crown whichencircles the brow of American genius. In the .publica¬tion now proposed, we shall rescue from the oblivion towhich they have long been consigned, and embalm in nbright aud imperishable form the numberless . gems ofpurest ray,' with which our researches into the literaryantiquities of our country have endowed us; and we areconfident that every lover of bis native land will regardour enterprise as patriotic, and deserving the support ofthe citizens of the United States, as tending to elevatethe character of the country in the scale of nations, and as¬sert its claims to the station to which the geniua of itachildren entitles it. With this conviction we ask tbepatronage of the community to aid us in our undertaking,conscious that we are meriting its support by exhibitingto the world a proud evidence that America, in the giantstrength of her Herculean childhood, is destined ere longto cope in the arena of literature with those lands which,for centuries, have boasted their civilization and refine¬ment, and justly exulted in the triumphs of thetr cherish¬ed sons in the noblest field which heaven has opened forhuman intellect.
The Ameeican Anthology will contain the completeworks ofa portion of the following.the most popular ofour poetic writers.and of tbe others the best poems, andsuch as are least generally known:John Qutncy Adams, Washington Albion, Joseph Barber,Joel Barlow, Park Benjamin, Elizabeth Bogart, John G.C. Brainard, James G. Brooks, WilHam Cullen Bryant,Willis Gaylord Clark, Robert S. Coffin, Richard H. Dana,George W. Doane, Joseph Rodman Drake, TimothyDwight, Elisabeth F. Ellet, Emma C. Embury, EdwardEverett, Sumner L. Fairfield, Philip Frenau, William D.Gallagher, Hanna P. Gould, Fitx-Greene Halletk, JohnM. Harney, John A. Hillhouse, Charles F. Hoffman, MellenGrenviU Seal, John Peabody, B. W. O., James G. Perci*vat, John Pierpont, Edward C. Pinckney, George D. Pren«lice, J. O. Rockwell, Albert C Sands, Lydia H. Sigour¬ney, Charles Sprague, J. R. Sutermeisier, John Trumbull,Prosper M. Wetmore, John Greenleaf WhUter, NathanielP. Willis.
In addition to the poems of the above named authors,selections, comprising the best productions of more thanfour hundred other American writers; will be given as thework progresses.
The American Anthology will be published on thefirst Saturday of every month. Each number will con¬tain seventy-two royal octavo pages, printed in the mostbeautiful manner on paper ot superior quality, and twoor more portraits, on steel, with other illustrations.Price five dollars per annum, payable in advance.The first number will be published in December.Subscriptions received in New York by Wiley and Putnam, 81 Broadway, and Grisuold and Cambreleng, 118Fulton street. All letters to be addressed, post paid, teRUFUS W. GRISWOLD,July 29. Sec. N. Y. Ltl. Antiquarian Association.

THIS NEW YORK I-lfe Insurance and TrustCompany has a capital subscribed oi one million ofdollais, but in consequence of being the depository ofthe Court of Chancery, and of the Surrowgate Courtsof the State of New York, as well as of individuals,the business means have increased to upwards of five mil¬lions of dollars, as appears by a repoit of the Master inChancery, dated 23d of May, 1835.To persons in public employment, who receive fixedsalaries, an Institution like tnis affords a certain mode ofsecuring a sufficient sum fortheir families at a future day;and if tne object of a parent, besides that of merely makinga living, is to accumulate something for the support andeducation of those who may be left behind, it can be real¬ized in this way, without exhausting those energies ofmind and person which are usually necessaiy through theordinary struggles of life.A person aged 30 years, whose income is $1,000 perannum, may, by the appropriation of $118 a year, secureto his children $5,000, even if he should die the next day.A husband 30 years old. may provide $500 lor his wileby paying annually the small amount of $11 80. At 4&years old, a clerk may create a saving fund of $1,000, forthe payment of his debts, by the annual premium of$37 SO. At 60, the same amount may be secured duringa period of seven years, for the yearly payment of $49 10.In the minor offices of the public service, experiencehas shown that the salaries are not sufficient to enable theincumbents to lay up any thing, even for the infirmitiesof age, much less for the maintenance of those who sur¬vive. The labors of thirty years, are, therefore, productive,of only the support of the day, and there are many sensi¬tive and anxious hearts who live for the happiness oftheir families, that are harrassed for years by the dreadfulapprehensions of future want.
r or such, a Life Insurance Company holds out relief,gives reality to hope, and, by the small economy of a fewdollars per month, puts the mind at ease, and afford* themeans of aecuring it for others.The preliminaries for effecting Insurances are verysimple, being merely a declaration of age, health, andother particulars set out in the forms ot the office, to¬gether with a statement of the physician and friend of theapplicant upon some of the same points, the blanks forwhich will be furnished by the agent in Washington city.As the design of the company is profit on 'he one ndeand protection to the other, and its means ar J system aredirected to that end, it only requires a reciprocity ofpoodfaith, to produce the mutual result of atrength to itselfand security to its customers.

, ,Officers in the Navy will atao be Insured, either forshore or sea duty; the latter service, however, being withan additional premium, which will depend upon the lati¬tude and climate of the voyage.Insurance will be made for one year, or any periodwithin seven years, or for life, the premium varying, ineither case, according to the term. The risk of the com¬pany will commence with the date of the policy; but noInsurance will be considered valid until the Policy »delivered to the inaured. Full information wiH be given.,*» M.pU«Uon.^»<j»a.u.ENRYM M0BPITWathington City.B' OOK AND JOB PRINTING neatly executed atthis office.


